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^' Here  we  see  through  a  glass,  darkly." 


?R 


THE   ETERNAL   YEARS 

WE  peep  within  the  opening  door, 
And  in  this  strange  new  House  of  Life 
We  gaze  around.    A  sunbeam's  flash,  a  shadow's 

pall 
Light  on  us — and  we  rise  or  fall, 

While  Thine  eternal  years  roll  on. 

A  month  to  most — a  year  to  few, 

A  sheaf  of  years  mayhap  to  some, 
But  ere  our  lips  have  learned  Earth's  speech, 
Before  our  hands  her  fruit  can  reach 
The  signals  flash  '•'■Pass  on  I " 

We  know  not  what  Thou  would'st  with  us, 

Whither  we  go  or  whence  we  came. 
Down  through  the  darkness  of  the  night 
We  move,  and  back  again  to  light 

While  Thine  eternal  years  roll  on. 
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A  grain  of  dust  by  winds  hurled  forth 
We  spin  along  life's  untried  road — 
Whirl  in  its  eddy  for  a  space, 
And  then  return — each  to  his  place, 
While  Thine  eternal  years  roll  on. 

Each  to  his  place.     Ah,  be  it  so, 
Not  purposeless  our  Httle  span. 
Where  we  see  chaos  order  reigns 
On  those  illimitable  plains 

Where  Thine  eternal  years  roll  on. 


NIGHT   AND  A   STORM 

"And  it  was  night ;  and  Jesus  was  not  yet  come  to  them." 

NIGHT,  and  a  storm,  and  alone — 
Frail  hearts  melted  for  fear, 
Far  off  on  the  hillside  a  light 
Shone  from  the  fisherman's  home  ; 

Little  souls  might  be  orphaned  to-night, 
And  Jesus  not  come. 

Wives  waiting  paled  at  the  wind, 

Waited  for  foot  at  the  door, 
Waited  for  hand  on  the  latch, 
Dear  hand,  would  it  ever  be  here  ? — 
And  husbands  knew  they  would  watch, 
And  Jesus  not  near. 

Night,  in  a  storm  on  the  deep : 

How  many  thy  terrors,  O  Life ! 
Sorrow  of  sin  and  of  pain. 
Torments  of  death  and  of  birth. 
Cries  of  the  conquered  and  slain. 
Rise  ever,  O  Earth ! 


And  here  the  mastering  dread 

Of  thy  awful  presence,  O  Death, 
Waves  flinging  arms  round  the  sail 
Blackening  and  crawling  around, 
Stoutest  of  hearts  may  yet  quail, 
No  Christ  to  be  found. 

Not  far  from  them — yet  had  they  fear, 

He  on  shore,  and  they  on  the  sea. 
Did  He  wrestle  for  souls  on  some  hill? 
Could  He  know  of  their  strait  as  He  prayed? 
While  quick  they  must  perish — worse  still, 
The  little  ones'  bread  ! 


Night,  and  Jesus  not  come. 

My  God,  'tis  a  pitiful  case  ! 
E'en  in  the  daylight  we  fear. 
But  despair  comes  on  wings  of  the  night, 
And  Christ,  when  soul-darkness  is  near, 
We  weep  for  Thy  Light. 


Ah,  anguish  of  grief,  Thou  wilt  pass 

But  Thou  leavest  us  old  from  Thy  touch. 
Faith  is  weak,  and  terror  is  strong ; 
We  know  it,  and  cry  in  our  pain 

That  Thou  say,  " //  is  I! "—be  not  long ! 
Speak  comfort  again ! 


QUIETNESS 


When  He  giveth  quietness,  who  then  can  make 
trouble  ? " 


DEAR  fellow-travellers  on  life's  toilsome 
road, 
Lay  we  our  burden  at  the  feet  of  God. 
Thorn-pierced  our  feet,  but  wounded  for  His 

sake, 
Who  giveth  quietness  that  none  may  break. 

Who  maketh  trouble  where  His  quiet  is? 
Storm-tossed  without,  what  shall  compare  to 

this. 
The  rest  and  joy  inbreathed  from  above, 
On  those  that  sojourn  in  His  tents  of  love? 

Storm-tossed  without,  but  Jesus  on  the  deep, 
Not  He  alone,  but  we  may  also  sleep  ; 
Casting  strong  anchors  of  a  long-tried  faith 
We  rest  on  Him,  until  the  calms  of  death. 


Answer,  O  sons  of  men  that  bear  His  Cross, 
Hath  He  yet  failed  you,  when  ye  suffered  loss? 
Holdeth  He  closer  than  a  friend  to  friend, 
Or  wearieth  He,  before  the  journey's  end? 

Answer,  ye  daughters  that  have  proved  His  love, 
And  answer.  Spirits  that  have  passed  above ! 
Where  lind  we  peace  that  shall  compare  to  His, 
Who  maketh  trouble  where  His  quiet  is? 


THE   AFFRONTED   CHRIST 
RUSSIA— ENGLAND,    1 905* 

TEARS,  blood  and  tears,  and  eyes  too  hot 
for  tears — 
A  nation  writhes  before  Thy  footstool,  Lord ! 
Fierce  cries  of  anguish  rend  the  lurid  skies. 
Or  horrid  silence  broods  :  and  all  abroad 
The  hideous  hosts  of  Darkness  are  outpoured. 

The  bells  of  Christmas  break  upon  the  ear, 

And  children  shrilly  pipe  our  streets  among ; 
"  Peace  and  goodwill — peace  on  the  earth,"  they 
pipe; 
But  souls  beneath  the  altar  cry,  "  How  long  ? " 
Tears,  blood  and  tears,  and  Satan  waxed  so 
strong ! 

How  may  the  heralds  sing  the  ancient  lay 
When  panic  reigns,  and  murderous  hate  is 
born? 
How  shall  we  hymn  Thee,  when  Thy  trodden 
race 
*  Revolution  in  Russia — Unemployment  in  England. 
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Weeps  'mid  the  ruins  of  a  hearth  forlorn, 
Tears,  blood  and  tears  their  dower  this  Christ- 
mas morn  ? 

Ah,  dear  affronted  Lord,  how  dare  we  come? 

Our  country's  guilt  lies  heavy  on  our  head, 
And  on  our  hearts  the  hunger  of  the  street, 

The  shame  of  souls  for  whom  Thy  blood  was 
shed, 

Spectres  of  dying  men,  and  children  dead. 

Tears,  blood  and  tears  to-day.    To-morrow — 
what  r 

What  if  the  clash  we  hear  be  Michael's  host 
Contending  with  the  dragon,  holy  war  ? 

Thy  cause,  O  saving  Christ,  not  lost,  not  lost ! 

Thy  peace  repurchased  at  so  bitter  cost  ? 

Amen,  amen. 


UPLANDS 

*'  Life  is  short ;  live  as  on  a  mountain." — Marcus  Aurelius. 

WHAT  though  man's  feet  must  tread  life's 
dusty  paths 
Where  sin  and  shame  lie  ambushed  every- 
where, 
His  soul  may  climb  far  sun-steeped  heights  and 
breathe 

Pure  mountain  air. 

Of  such  full  stature  hath  God  made  His  child 
That  though  tired  steps  move  heavy  in  earth's 
clay, 
And  dark  and  devious  are  the  winding  paths 
That  lead  to  day, 

The  up-turned  face  may  yet  see  sapphire  sky. 

The  spirit  bathe  in  faith's  supernal  air, 
And  through  the  veil  that  hides  the  Presence 
see 

Heaven's  golden  stair. 

lO 


THE    BODY    OF    OUR    HUMILIA- 
TION* 

NOT  a  vile   body !     Fashioned  by  Thy 
hand, 
Made  in  Thine  image,  born  of  Thy  command, 
Some  thought  of  Thine  tm-ning  insensate  dust 
Into  this  vessel,  wherein  love  and  trust 
And  things  most  high  and  holy  may  find  place 
By  Thy  sweet  grace. 

Not  a  vile  body.  Lord,  which  Thou  dost  win 
Back  from  the  evil,  from  the  taint  of  sin ; 
Not  vile,  once  laved  in  the  baptismal  flood. 
And  once  baptised  in  Thy  most  precious  Blood, 
And  yet  in  the  deep  waters  of  earth's  pain 
Baptised  again. 

But  body  of  our  humiliation — yes  ! 
Humbled  by  fierce  temptation's  bitter  stress, 
By   fault  and  failure  where  strength   seemed 
most  strong, 

*PhiI.  iii.,  21,  R.V. 
II 


By  sense  of  weakness  and  by  touch  of  wrong, 
By  childish  tears  and  powerlessness  to  weep, 
By  faihng  sleep. 

By  furrowed  brow  and  streak  of  dawning  grey, 
By  beating  heart  and  mind  too  tired  to  pray, 
By  slackening  step  and  eye  grown  all  too  dim, 
By  trembling  hand  and  aching  brow  and  limb, 
By  beauty  faded,  and  by  shortening  breath, 
By  change  and  death. 

But  no  vile  body,  Lord  !  remade  by  Thee, 
True  Phoenix  from  this  dust  of  misery 
It  shall  arise  made  beautiful  again, 
Winged  for  the  passage  from  these  fields  of  pain. 
Radiant  at  last  in  sunrise  of  Thy  smile — 
My  God,  not  vile ! 
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A   SONG   OF   THE   SWALLOWS 

SWALLOW,  skimming  along  the  sky, 
Bathing  thy  breast  in  the  milky  air, 
Dipping  thy  wings  in  the  azure  sea, 
Whisper  the  tale  of  thy  home  to  me, 
Only  to  me ! 

Hast  thou  a  home  in  some  fairy  spot, 
Palm  trees  feathering  over-head, 
Rarest  of  fruits  and  sweetest  of  flowers 
Weaving  for  thee  and  thy  mate  fair  bowers, 
Fairer  than  ours  ? 

Swallow,  I  look  at  mine  eaves  and  see 
Sweetest  of  homes  built  there  by  thee, 
Little  ones  chirrupping,  ready  to  fly. 
And  thy  mate  on  the  railing  sitting  by 
In  dumb  ecstasy. 

And  over  the  copse  by  the  waterside 
Thou  canst  find  all  day  for  thy  hungry  brood 
The  painted  prey  that  delights  thy  sight — 
O  swallow,  thinkest  thou  still  of  flight 
Where  all  is  delight  ? 
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Locked  in  thy  silky  breast  there  he 
Secrets  that  only  He  can  read 
Who  holds  the  earth  in  His  open  hand, 
And  guides  thy  flight  over  sea  and  sand 
To  some  distant  land. 

He  leads  thee,  swallow,  and  without  fear 
Thou  gatherest  unto  thee  all  thine  own, 
Thy  mate  and  thy  little  ones,  none  are  left, 
And  the  warm  blue  English  air  is  cleft, 
And  the  nest  bereft, 

Till  another  Spring,  when  He  leads  thee  back. 
Back  to  thy  corner  below  my  eaves. 
Across  the  sea  and  the  angry  foam ; 
Thou  dost  not  stray  on  thy  long  way  home, 
Nor  fear  to  roam. 

O  faith,  that  my  soul  is  fain  to  hold ! 
O  courage,  my  soul  would  die  to  win ! 
To  follow  Him  gladly  o'er  land  and  sea, 
From  sunshine  to  darkness,  wherever  it  be 
That  He  calleth  me. 
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THE  WANDERER 

I. 

CROUCHED   in  a  narrow  by-way  of  the 
town 
He  lay  with  sodden  face,  wet  limbs  up-drawn ; 
Unkempt,  unclean,  sleeping  a  drunken  sleep, 
A  sight  to  make  the  pitying  angels  weep — 
Lost  sheep  upon  the  wayside,  bruised  and 

torn. 

II. 

Where  is  the  image  of  our  God  in  this  ? 

Toiler  and  rich  man  will  have  none  of  thee — 
We  turn  in  sick  revulsion  from  the  sight, 
Yet  may  not  leave  thee  in  thy  bitter  plight, 

Poor  slave  of  sin,  and  son  of  misery ! 

III. 
So  while  the  world  passed  by  on  either  side, 
A  brother's  face  bent  over  thee  and  spoke, 
A  brother's  hand  felt  out  and  touched  thy  wound, 
And  raised  thy  tottering  limbs  from  the  wet 
ground. 
And  long-lost  faith,  lost  hope  at  length  awoke. 
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IV. 

When  the  dazed  head  had  half  recovered  sense, 
And  the  dull  eyes  at  last  had  opened  wide, 

Through  the  poor  brain  it  seemed  some  memory 
stirred. 

May-be  old  echoes  of  some  loving  word — 
Poor  soul,  for  whom  Christ  died ! 

V, 

Some  far  off  memory  of  innocent  days, 

Of  home  and  mother,  and  of  mother's  knee — 
Fragrant  with  scent  of  sweetbriar  and  of  thyme, 
Laden  with  sound  of  some  loved  village  chime 
Broke  into  prayer,  too  long  estranged  from 
thee. 

VI. 

"  0  Lord,  have  mercy !    Christ,  have  mercy  Thou ! " 
He  seeks  Thee,  Lord,  whom  Thou  so  long 
didst  search. 
Albeit   with   thickened   speech  and   labouring 

breath : 
We  know  him  now  not  wholly  given  to  death, 
Child  of  the  Father — son  of  Mother  Church. 
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THE   COMMUNION   OF  SAINTS 

"  Seeing  we  are  compassed  about  by  so  great  a  cloud  of 

witnesses." 
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E  saith  that  we  are  compassed  round  by 
forms  we  cannot  trace, 
Of  martyrs  ruddy  from  the  flame  that  wrapped 

them  here  a  space, 
Of  virgins  white  as  snowdrops  are,  and  children 

fair  as  they, 
Just  lent  to  mother's  arms  and  plucked  by  Angel- 
hands  away. 

Paul,  did  it  comfort  thee  to  think  that  heaven 

can  stoop  so  low, 
And  that  our  falt'ring  steps  are  watched  by 

spirits,  as  we  go  ? 
Then  give  to  us  thy  faith !  we  need  a  sight  as 

keen  as  thine, 
To  see  above  the  fogs  of  Earth  that  company 

divine. 
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And  was  it  in  thy  day  a  '  cloud ' — so  great  the 
press  of  souls 

That  the  Death-Angel  as  they  passed  had 
crowned  with  aureoles  ? 

Yet  nineteen  hundred  years  since  then  have  aged 
the  world  and  fled, 

And  nineteen  hundred  years  of  souls  are  num- 
bered with  the  dead. 


A  'cloud' — to  mark  the  Hebrew  scourge  and 

stripe  of  Roman  rod, 
That  only  drove  thee  faster  on  to  martyrdom, 

and  God — 
If  then  a  cloud,  what  now  to-day  for  us  below 

must  be 
The  vastness  of  th'  encircling  throng  that  bears 

us  company  ? 

A  cloud  of  clouds — so  high,  so  vast,  of  such 

ethereal  white 
We  grope  in  darkness,  yet  perchance  are  dazpcled 

by  its  light ! 
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Eyes  dull  with  tears  can  scarcely  hope,  so  dim- 
med they  are  by  sin, 

To  pierce  to  that  bright  world  without,  from 
this  sad  world  within. 


Just  on  a  dying  face,  at  whiles,  one  moment  we 

can  catch 
A  faint  reflection,  as  if  some,  with  hand  upon 

the  latch. 
Passed  from  the  witness-cloud,  had  cried,  "  Ye 

are  not  left — we  come ! 
And  each  soul  snatched  from  off  Earth's  Cross, 

is  one  more  saint  gone  home !  " 


O  Mystic  union,  knit  by  Him  who  holds  the 

mystic  keys, 
What  shall  it  prolit,   earthly  gain,  or   earthly 

health,  or  ease? 
But  to  be  one  with  John  the  loved,  and,  Hebrew 

Paul,  to  rise 
Into  the  cloud  thy  faith  could  see,  though  hidden 

from  our  eyes ! 
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Paul,  did  it  comfort  thee  to  know  that  heaven 

can  be  so  near, 
And  that  the  tearless  Saints  keep  watch  over  the 

sinner's  tear  ? 
Then  give  to  us  thy  blessed  faith,  that  by  its 

light  we  scan 
That  'cloud,'  that  stretching  up  to  God,  yet 

reaches  clown  to  man ! 


All  Saints'  Day. 
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THE  RESURRECTION  AND  THE 

LIFE 

THE  little  maid  yet  warm  upon  her  bed, 
The  sheet  still  ruffled  underneath  her  hand, 
The  pouting  lips  still  red, 

Her  He  can  save — He  saith, 
"  She  is  not  dead." 

Pallid  and  stiff  upon  the  village  bier, 
Upon  the  slopes  of  Nain  the  widow's  son, 
Dead  since  last  sunset  to  his  mother's  tear, 

He  may  be  called  again, 

He,  too,  may  hear. 

But  four  days  Lazarus  is  hid  away, 

The  white  stone  sealing  up  the  darksome  door, 

Turning  to  clay ; 

Him  can  He  save? 

Ah,  who  but  He  shall  say? 

The  death-bed,  bier,  and  tomb  have  bowed  the 

head. 
And  yet  another  wonder  waits  our  sight, 
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The  Life  Himself  is  dead  ! — 
And  shall  He  raise 
Himself,  from  that  last  bed? 

He  breaks,  indeed,  the  bitter  bonds  of  hell, 
And  rising  Prince  and  Lord,  and  King  of  Life, 
May  keep — for  who  can  tell  ? — 
One  wonder  more, 
Who  doeth  all  things  well. 

Snatch'd  from  the  four-days'  fast  embrace  of 

Death 
Lazarus,  at  His  bidding,  left  the  tomb ; 
And  all  the  passed  breath 

Of  souls  gone  hence 

Since  man  was  made,  who  saith, 

That  these  are  Death's  for  evermore  to  hold  ? 
'^  I  am  the  Resurrection   and  the  Life ! "   He 

cries, 
And  we  make  bold 

To  trust  so  sure  a  friend 
That  Death  is  not  the  end. 
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FIAT   VOLUNTAS   TUA 

I  WILL  not  break  myself  against  Thy  will, 
I  will  be  still. 
I  will  lay  up  and  carry  to  Thy  feet 
All  that  has  made  life  dear  to  me  and  sweet. 
I  will  but  ask  Thee,  Architect  Divine, 
That  from  the  ruins  of  these  joys  of  mine 
Some  pile  be  made  complete. 


ST.  THOMAS  A   KEMPIS 

THOU  Saint  of  God,  athwart  the  many  years 
We  see  thy  radiance  struggling  through 
our  gloom, 
And  vainly  strive  by  patience  and  with  tears 

To  follow  thee  upon  the  long  way  home. 
We  read  thy  soul,  and  light  itself  appears 

Upon  our  darkness.     O  forsake  the  tomb 
And  visit  faithless  earth,  and  hush  its  fears, 
If  but  for  one  brief  season,  rise  and  come ! 
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Last  of  all  prayers  thyself  wouldst  love  to  find 
Uprising  there  to  where  thy  spirit  moves — 

I  think  to  hear  thee  answer,  "  Fools  and  blind  ! 
Misusing  my  poor  life  itself,  that  proves 

But  spent  in  vain,  if  other  it  be  priced 
Then  as  the  following  afar  of  Christ !  " 


FIONA'S   LAMENT 

OF  all  the  sounds  in  this  world  of  dree 
That  pierce  to  the  core  this  heart  o'  me 
These  be  the  sounds,  and  their  number  three. 

The  bitter  crash  of  a  tree  that  falls, 
The  wail  of  a  motherless  bairn  that  calls, 
And  the  shriek  of  the  Lost  amid  city  walls. 

But  sadder  than  crash  or  wail  or  shriek 
Is  the  grief  that  the  lips  may  never  speak ; 
On  this  have  pity,  dear  Christ  the  Meek ! 
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THREE   SONNETS 

I. — CHRIST    UPRAISING 
"And  I,  if  I  be  lifted  up,  will  draw  all  men  unto  me." 

THOU  art  so  pure,  so  high  above  our  state, 
So  far  beyond  all  goodness  of  our  ken, 
We  faint  the  more  that  Thou  art  good,  than  great, 

And  tremble  at  what  Thou  dost  ask  of  men. 
Ah  !  left  behind,  and  weary  with  the  weight 

Of  care  too  heavy  for  the  fragile  pen 
That  stands  between  us  and  the  fields  of  fate, 

What  should  we  do  but  fall  away  again  ? — 
Only  that  as  a  royal  mourner  cried 

Out  of  such  aching  void  and  sense  of  space, 
The  hot  heart-tears  of  separation  dried 

Before  the  loved  too  well  and  now  lost  face. 
So  we  may  cry,  voice  hoarse  and  eyes  grown  dim, 
"  He  cannot  come  to  me,  but  I  to  Him !  " 
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II. — CHRIST   STOOPING 
"But  Jesus  stooped  down." 

Cold  comfort,  since  the  soul  to  reach  His  feet 

Must  up  and  meet  Him  in  the  nether  air, 
And  since  our  steps  are  tangled  in  the  street 

Of  this  dark  city,  and  its  noisy  fair, 
What  solace  to  the  traveller  if  he  meet 

No  outstretched  hand,  but  through  the  mid- 
night air 
See  afar  off  the  cheering  lights  and  sweet, 

And  know  his  strength  will  never  bring  him 
there  ? 
But  Thou,  Thou  human  God,  Thou  Man  Divine, 

When  sin  and  sorrow  on  Thy  path  were  found 
In  fallen  woman's  face,  Thy  soul  benign. 

Seeing  her  impotent,  her  wings  earth-bound, 
To  set  her  free,  and  make  sin's  captive  Thine, 

Didst  stoop  to  write  upon  the  unhallowed 
ground ! 
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III. — CHRIST   WRITING 
"And  with  his  finger  wrote  on  the  ground." 

Write  Thou,  so  write  upon  this  wayward  soul, 

Set  here  Thy  seal,  and  make  this  captive  free ! 
Prisoned  I  languish — make   my  chain-wounds 
whole, 

Unbind  the  wings  that  cannot  rise  to  Thee ! 
Earth  is  so  weary  with  the  ceaseless  toll. 

Of  dying  souls  and  souls  all  dead  to  Thee, — 
Be  pitiful,  O  Lord,  for  round  us  roll 

The  troubled  waters  of  life's  mystery ! 
When  we  can  rise,  up-draw,  control,  sustain ! 

When  our  spent  pinions  fail  us  in  the  flight 
Stoop  Thou,  in  sadness  but  in  love  again, 

And  on  this  desecrated  altar,  write ! 
So  that  Thy  finger  only  be  the  pen. 
Write  what  Thou  wilt,  and  as  Thou  wilt,  and 
when ! 
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SAMUEL   RABBETH* 

"  Greater  love  hath  no  man  than  this." 

IT  was  an  offering  rare  that  thou  didst  yield 
To  this  poor  world  and  Him  who  died  for 
thee ; 
Few  nobler  deeds  of  service  have  been  wrought 
Since  the  Great  Sacrifice  upon  the  tree. 

No  cry  of  battles  rousing  thy  young  blood 
Urged   thee  to  valorous  deeds  and  hope  of 
fame ; 

Lowly  to  abjectness  thy  loving  task, 

Humble  thy  path,  unknown  till  now  thy  name. 

Had  the  child  lived  for  whom  thy  life  was  spent, 
We  think  we  had  not  grudged  the  bitter  cost: 

But  both  have  died  ;  and  some  will  say  in  vain 
Thy  calm  heroic  spirit  has  been  lost. 

•  •  «  •  • 

And  yet,  perchance,  beyond  the  veil  of  sense 
At  our  poor  folly  Angels  may  have  smiled, 

Seeing  a  young  man  enter  perfect  Life, 
And  in  his  arms  a  little  hving  child. 

*  A  j'oung  doctor  who  tried  to  save  a  child  dying  of  diph- 
theria in  hospital  by  sucking  the  poison  from  its  throat. 
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FEAST  OF  THE  ANNUNCIATION 

(MONDAY    IN    HOLY   WEEK,    I9O7) 


WE  lose  our  maiden  of  the  heart's  delight, 
The  Virgin  eyes  lit  up  with  holy  awe, 
We  lose  the  shining  altars  robed  in  white, 
And  all  the  flowers  we  flung  her  feet  before, — 
Our  Lady  of  the  Lilies  is  no  more. 


II. 

But  as  we  turn  to  His  most  bitter  Cross 
Who  hangs  fast-bound  to  set  the  sinner  free. 
Amid  the  darkness  and  the  sense  of  loss 
Love  moves  ;  and  sharer  of  His  Agony 

Dear  Lady  of  the  Sorrows,  we  find  thee. 
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THE   BIRD  AT  THE   PANE 

COLD  lay  the  snow,  full  bitter  blew  the  wind, 
Hard  was  the  heart  of  Mother  Earth  that 
day. 
Safe  in  my  fire-lit  room  I  stood  and  watched 
Through  the  closed  casement  all  the  trackless 
way. 

Sudden  a  wayfarer  'lighted  on  the  ledge, 

Pressed  hungry  beak  against  the  frosted  pane ; 

Now  to  and  fro  he  ran  with  restless  feet 
Seeking  some  way  of  entrance,  but  in  vain. 

I  with  a  step  as  swift  as  his,  made  wide 
My  frozen  lattice  to  the  downy  thing, 

Spread  in  my  heart  the  banquet  that  he  sought, 
But  he,  alas,  had  headlong  taken  wing. 

Dear  Lord,  when  I,  heart-hungry  and  distressed, 
Come  to  Thy  door  and  Thou  dost  ope  to  me. 

Let  me  not  fearful  seek  the  outer  waste, 
But  love-emboldened  enter  in  with  Thee ! 
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A   NORSK  WOOING 

CARRY  me,  feet,  down  the  mountain  path- 
way. 
Safe  to  my  maiden's  side. 
Day  is  over,  the  sun  is  sinking. 
But  first  he  kisses  his  bride. 
Birgit,  when  wilt  thou  give  me  the  sign, 
And  my  lips  meet  thine  ? 

Sweetest  of  women,  the  great  God  made  thee, 

Moulded  a  form  so  fair. 
Only  to  hold  that  jewel  of  beauty, 

Thy  innocent  soul  and  rare, 
And  next  He  fashioned  my  heart,  to  be 
Enthralled  by  thee. 

She  sits  at  her  doorway,  beside  her  spinning, 

Her  beautiful  face  is  turned  ; 
Her  eyelids  droop — does  she  see  me  coming? 

Know  how  my  heart  hath  yearned 
For  a  look,  a  smile  ?     Still  turned  away ! 
Blue  eyes  have  nought  to  say. 
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Good-even,  Birgit,  how  goes  thy  spinning? 

Nay,  hast  thou  nought  to  say  ? 
All  the  year  through  have  my  hands  been  win- 


ning 


Something  to  give  me  hope  to-day. 
Birgit,  I  cannot  dally  and  wait — 
Is  it  love  or  hate? 

Thou  seest  th'  eternal  mountains  above  us, 

Thou  seest  the  lake  below, 
My  love  is  deep  as  those  fathomless  waters, 

High  as  yon  changeless  snow. 
Birgit,  thou  knowest  that  thou  might'st  be 
Happy  with  me ! 

I  boast  not,  but  am  as  our  God   hath  made 
me, 
Not  worthy,  sweetheart,  of  thee, 
But  able  to  love  thee  as  can  none  other, 

Able,  by  Christ,  to  be 
True  to  the  death  to  the  maid  I  love 
And  the  God  above. 
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Turn  thine  eyes  ;    I  knew  thou  wouldst  turn 
them — 
Cruel  blue  eyes  no  more  ! 
Birgit,  I  knew  the  good  God  was  gracious, 

Blessing  my  field  and  store ; 
But  my  faith  fell  short  of  His  giving  thee, 
Birgit,  to  me ! 
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TO   THE   SPRING 


AND  is  it  thou  once  more,  green-sandalled 
Spring, 
Dear  well-remembered  guest,  whom  all  men's 

door 
Opens  to  shelter?     From  what  golden  shore 
Comest  thou  hither  on  the  swift  year's  wing, 
Sure  of  thy  message  and  its  welcoming  ? 

II. 

Ancient,  when  Wordsworth's  spirit  stirred  and 
leapt 
Before  the  daffodils  that  fleck  thy  ways  ; 
Ancient,  when  Csedmon  hymned  Creation's 
praise ; 
Still  ancient  when  the  Syrian  lover  swept 
His  harp,  and  hailed  thee  while  his  Fair  one 
slept. 
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III. 

Yet  when  my  heart  thy  myriad  charms  hath  told, 
And  I  have  marvelled  at  thy  virgin  grace, 
Tracking  thy  footsteps  through  each  'wakened 
place, 
By  somid  of  bird  or  leaping  lamb  on  wold, 
I  know  thy  name  is  Youth :  and  I  am  old. 
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THE   BRETON   ONION   MEN 

Drowned  in  the  "  Hilda,"  November  i8th,  1905. 

BUT  late  you  stood  before  our  doors  and 
smiled, 
And  all  the  sun  of  France  was  in  your  face ; 
We  bought  your  wares,  fruit  of  your  patient  toil, 
And  knew  you  kin  by  race. 

Your  russet  string  still  hangs  upon  our  wall, 
Your  comely  faces  smile  in  memory's  room, 

And  you  are  lying  in  the  sea's  rough  arms, 
Sea-flowers  flung  round  your  tomb. 

When  the  Destroying  Angel  stepped  aboard 
You  did  not  falter  at  his  icy  breath, 

But  tried  to  save  our  women-folk,  and  turned 
To  meet  the  foeman  Death, 

We  leave  you  with  the  God  who  made  us  both. 
And  to  the  Saints  on  whom  your  orphans  cry ; 

You  who  knew  well  to  toil  till  Angelus 
Knew  also  how  to  die. 
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"WHILE  IT  IS  CALLED  TO-DAY" 

I  DARE  not,  living,  live  in  the  dead  Past, 
Nor  count  the  stumbling  footprints  I  have 
made : 
I  will  look  up  to  Thine  eternal  hills 
And  gaze  at  sun-glow  if  I  climb  in  shade. 

I  will  not  press  a  face-cloth  to  my  face, 

Nor  bind  my  limbs  with  shroud  of  yesterday, 

For  I  am  quick  in  Thine  eternal  Thought, 
A  part  of  Thee,  and  of  Thy  great  To-day. 

I  cannot  take  the  future  on  my  breast, 

Its  unknown  weight  is  all  too  much  for  me ; 

I  have  to-day  wherein  to  strive  and  win — 
To-morrow,  for  all  time,  I  leave  to  Thee. 

Past,  Present,  Future,  rest  within  Thine  Hand 
One  long  To-day,  one  Now.     But,  O  most 
Wise, 

Thou  hast  dealt  out,  as  tender  mothers  deal. 
One  little  task  for  man, — and  here  it  lies. 
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All  that  I  cannot  look  on  in  the  past, 
All  that  I  dare  not  see  that  lies  before, 

I   leave  to   Him  whose  shoulders  bear  the 
worlds, 
Mine  is  this  fragment, — and  I  can  no  more. 
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DEATH  AND   THE   BIRD 

I. 

AS  I  stooped  weeding  in  my  garden  plot, 
All  blue  the  sky,  the  air  astir  with  life, 
God  overhead,  and  underneath,  His  world. 
Calm  nature  sure  had  made  a  truce  with  strife : 
A  sudden  thud  made  me  uplift  my  head. 
And  at  my  feet  a  little  bird  lay  dead. 

II. 

And  yet  not  dead.     Not  yet  benignant  Death 
Had  folded  to  her  breast  this  feathered  thing. 

Quivering  in  helpless  anguish  it  lay  there. 
For  dying  bed  its  own  soft  outspread  wing : 

All  hope  of  next  year's  nest  laid  low  and 
crushed, 

The  bright  eye  dimming  fast,  the  sweet  song 

hushed. 

III. 

A  rapid  flight — a  pane  of  treacherous  glass. 

And  trill  of  song  and  bliss  of  beating  wing 

Are  changed,  as  by  some  wand,  to  voiceless 

pain, 
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Joyaunce  and  life  to  this  bruised,  dying  thing — 
Ah,  who  shall  read  the  riddle,  and  foresee 
Why  this  small  warbler  tastes  Earth's  agony  ? 

IV. 

And,  ah,  I  thought,  if  that  great  poet  said 
The  while  he  held  a  flower  from  out  the  wall. 

That,  could  he  read  its  secret,  he  should  know 
As  God  Himself,  who  being  God,  knows  all, — 

So  I,  could  I  but  guess  why  this  small  heart  is 
still. 

Should  know  the  mystery  of  Death  and  111. 

V. 

The  silent  blue  looked  down  and  gave  no  sign. 
Yet, — was  this  breath  of  hope  that  stirred  the 
air? 

From  far-off  GaUlee  I  heard  a  Voice, — 
"  No  sparrow  falls  without  the  Father's  care  !  " 

Love  watches,  while  this  tiny  eye  grows  dim. 

Enough  for  me.    The  rest  I  leave  to  Him. 
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A  TREE   OF   LIFE 

THOU  life  of  mine,  be  thou  no  Upas  tree, 
Beneath  whose  shade  no  flower  may  live 
to  blow, 
Whose  bough  outspread  invites  no  nesting  bird. 
And  whose  dry  leaf  ne'er  healed  hfe's  lightest 
woe. 

But  let  thy  blossom's  breath  be  so  full  sweet 
That  peace  and  fragrance  have  one  name  with 
thee; 

So  resting  in  thy  presence,  weary  souls 
May  for  a  while  forego  their  misery. 

Or  this  denied,  if  thou  must  needs  be  stripped 
By  sorrow's  winds,  through  thy  bare  boughs 
let  pass 

Life-giving  sunshine  from  the  world  of  hght, 
For  bird  above,  below  for  tender  grass. 

And  when  at  last  the  sap  of  life  is  spent, 

And   thy  hewn    branches   strew   the   mossy 
ground, 
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On  some  sad  hearth  go  feed  the  cheerful  flame, 
And  in  thy  death  shed  light  and  sweetness 
round. 


A   PRAYERLESS   PRAYER 

I  COME  to  cast  myself  before  Thy  feet, 
As  I  have  come  a  hundred  times  before, 
Not  now  to  tell  Thee  that  my  need  is  great, 
Nor  that  my  heart  is  sore, 

And  not  to  ask  of  Thee  for  anything 

In  Heaven  above,  or  underneath  the  Sun, 

But  just  to  tell  Thee  I  can  no  more  speak, 
Being  undone,  undone. 
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THE   SOUL'S   OFFERING 

MY  God,  if  in  the  hour  of  my  distresses 
And  in  the  throes  of  bitterest  human 
pain, 
I  may  believe  Thy  loving  Spirit  blesses 
Some  soul  I  love,  I  will  not.  Lord,  complain. 

But  shrinking  still,  because  so  frail  and  fainting, 
Yet  with  set  face  I  would  essay  to  cry 

"  When  Thou  dost  deal  earth's  loads,  let  no  re- 
lenting 
Cause  Thee  to  pass  this  coward  spirit  by ! " 

Long  have  I  cried  "  My  God,  I  cannot  suffer !  " 
Long  have  I  raised  dry  eyes  of  tearless  grief. 

But  nov\^  I  run  my  broken  heart  to  offer, 
Only  to  some  send  Thou  thy  sweet  relief ! 

Yes,  let  me  lie  outstretched  upon  Thine  Altar, 
If  so  some  patient  Isaac  be  set  free  ; 

And  should'st  Thou  note  my  weakness  makes 
me  falter, 
Keep  Thou  me  faithful  to  my  word  and  Thee  ! 
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THE   OUTCAST 

I  SAW  thee  cast  upon  the  street 
A  spurned  despised  thing, 
Thrust  there  of  man,  to  be  man's  curse, 
Soiled  breast  and  broken  wing. 

The  sight  of  thee  brought  back  to  mind 

A  legend  of  the  past, 
Of  how  a  dead  dog's  body  thus 

Upon  the  w'ay  was  cast, 

And  how  all  men  that  passed  that  road 

With  half-averted  face, 
Muttered  an  oath  or  spat  disdain 

And  hurried  from  the  place, 

Till  Jesus  came.     Love  cannot  scoff 

Nor  pass  unheeding  by  ; 
Upon  that  bruised  and  lifeless  form 

There  rests  one  loving  eye. 
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Spirit  can  see  where  sense  may  fail, 

The  pure  walk  undefiled — 
"  Pearls  are  not  whiter  than  his  teeth/' 

The  Master  said  and  smiled. 

Give  us,  dear  Christ,  Thy  heart  of  love 

To  see  the  pearls  within 
This  broken  image  of  Thyself, 

This  mirror  of  our  sin. 

Give  us  to  whisper  in  her  ears 
Whose  lamp  of  Hope  burns  low, 

"  He  seeks  thee  since  thou  art  the  lost,- 
He  loved  a  lost  world  so." 
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"BE   PERFECTED;    BE   COM- 
FORTED " 

HOW  shall  it  be,  my  God,  I  ask  in  vain, 
Since  to  be  perfect,  thrice  and  thrice 
again 
We  must  be  molten  in  Thy  fires,  and  come 
Through  suffering  home  ? 

How  shall  it  be,  since  every  strength  I  win. 
And  every  conquest  over  self  and  sin 
I  pay  most  dearly,  by  its  weight  in  tears, 
By  falls  and  fears  ? 

I  know  not  how.     The  comfort  tarries  long. 
But  every  morning  has  its  evensong, 
And  though  in  perfecting  hot  tears  be  shed 
And  comfort  fled, 

If  I  be  perfected,  Thy  balm  shall  come. 

•  •  •  •  • 

Ah,  saddest "  if  "  that  stands  'twixt  me  and  home  ! 
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THE  THINGS  THAT  ARE  LOWLY* 

GIVE  me  the  lowly  things !     The  hidden 
flowers  that  grow, 
The  violet  bending  under  Spring's  light  feet, 
The  infant's  prattle  in  the  village  street, 
The  kiss  of  mother  on  the  baby's  brow, — 
The  old,  old  things,  so  old,  and  yet  so  sweet. 

Give  me  the  lowly  things.  The  country's  grail, 
The  tread  of  kine  amid  lush  meadow  flowers, 
The  old  clock  telling  out  the  unhurrying  hours, 

The  swish  of  milk  into  the  milking  pail : 
A  child's  warm  hand  :  the  Earth's  breath  after 
showers. 

Yet  give  me  more.     The  child-like  heart  that 
leaps 
With  brother's  joy,  and  weeps  with  his  dis- 
tress ; 
That  shuns  the  lofty  place  and  seeks  the  less, 
Sing  songs  of  Home  along  life's  rugged  steeps, 
And  flnds  its  honey  in  the  wilderness. 

*Rom.  xii.,  i6,  R.V. 
(marginal  reading) 
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Give  me  the  lowly  Christ,  despised  and  slain, 

The  washer  of  the  tired  and  dusty  feet, 
The  burden-bearer,  and  the  Son  of  Pain, 
Before  mine  eyes  make  His  ways  ever  plain, 
The  old,  old  ways,  so  old,  and  yet  so  sweet. 
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